Camels  are  so  mild  .  .  .  and  so  full-flavored  .  .  .  they'll 

give  real  smoking  pleasure  to  every  smoker  on  your 

Christmas  list.  The  smart,  gay  Christmas  carton  has 

a  gift  card  built  right  in  —  for  your  personal  greeting. 


Prince  Albert 

The  colorful,  Christmas-packaged  one-pound  tin  of 
Prince  Albert  is  just  the  gift  for  pipe  smokers  and 
those  who  roll  their  own  cigarettes.  Long  known  as 
the  National  Joy  Smoke,  P.  A.  is  America's  largest- 
selling  smoking  tobacco. 


R.  J.  Reynolds Tobuuto  Cuuj puny,  Winflton- Salem,  N.  C. 
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These  famous  Leeds  and  Brucewood 
coats  will  beat  Ol'  Man  Weather  at 
his  own  tempermental  game.. .with 
the  all  wool  linings  zipped  out  for 
the  cool  and  fair  days  and  zipped 
in  for  cold,  blustery  or  zero  weather. 
They're  as  fashion-wise  as  they  are 
weather-wise  with  their  long  dash, 
flare  and  sweep  .  .  .  and 'many  with 
hoods  and  hood -scarfs.  And  from 
$49-95  .  .  .  they're  as  value-wise  as 
coats  could  possibly  be 


MAURICE  L  ROTHSCHILD 


CHICAGO  AT  STATE  &  JACKSON 


EVANSTON  AT  FOUNTAIN  SQUARE 
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Marilyn  Suppes; 
•  mutation 


This  issue  of  the  Parrot  —  given 
over  to  the  fall  quarter's  social 
activities  —  has  kept  the  Parrot 
staff  busy  for  the  last  three  or 
four  weeks. 

Several  new  personalities  —  or 
should  we  say  "characters"  —  have 
been  added  to  the  staff  and  their 
work    is    introduced    in    this    issue. 

On  the  cartooning  side,  we  pre- 
sent Howard  Rogovin  whose  take- 
off on  a  sorority  formal  appears  on 
page.  20. 

The  new  writers  are  freshmen 
Ginny  Domann  and  Lee  Morris, 
sophomore  Frank  Damon,  and  junior 
Lois  Hershenow. 

We  also  have  a  new  photog- 
rapher, Ross  Roe,  who  spent  many 
hours,  many  weeks  covering  social 
functions  for  the  Parrot.  He  may 
not  be  with   us    next  quarter. 

The  fraternity-sorority  Xmas  pic- 
tures were  handled  bv  freshman 
Janyce  Cooper  and  sophomore 
Bill   Clipman. 

On  the  makeup  staff  we  have 
added  freshmen  Joan  Glicksman 
and  Sue  Bulmer. 

Contributing  his  first  art  work 
of  the  year  is  old-time  Parroteer, 
Bruce  Pine. 

Art  Sallander,  Art  Goldsmith, 
and  Fred  Clarke,  also  of  the  art 
department,  are  very  much  with 
us  too  as  are  writers  Gerry  Davis, 
Marge  Bruce,  Bob  Dietmiere,  and 
George  Likeness. 
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NIMAL  KINDOM 

We  see  by  the  paper  that  Parisian  life 
as  picked  up  a  lot  since  the  Chicago 
ribune  and  the  Daily  Worker  started 

Paris  office.  We  wonder  if  anyone  has 
)ld  Col.  McCormick  about  this — some- 
ow,  it  doesn't  sound  like  the  kind  of 
ling  he'd  go  for.  And  by  the  way,  if 
ou  haven't  dropped  in  at  the  Parrot 
ffice  recently,  you  probably  don't  know 
lat  we  are  now  subleasing  to  Pegasus. 
7e  haven't  had  any  trouble  at  all. 
i  For  a  long  time  we  were  worried 
bout  the  CAA  and  clogging  up  the 
ight  lanes  when  the  Parrot  and  winged 
iorse  started  batting  madly  around  the 
ffice  at  ceiling  level,  but  these  beacons 
re've  stuck  up  have  really  worked  fine, 
iight  now  we're  busy  improving  each 
ther — we   step  up  their  literary  tone, 

d  they're  doing  wonders  for  our  jokes. 


'HAT'S  THE  RUSH 

We  have  heard  via  the  campus'  best 
rapevine,  The  Daily,  that  Waa-Mu  tic- 
fits  are  now  on  sale.  Henninger  and 
lezey,  the'  show's  best  friends  and  se- 
erest  critics,  assure  us  they  are  going 
ke  greased  pigeons,  so  we  would  like 
i  suggest  that  you  paddle  right  out  and 
et  yours  or  send  in  for  them  or  mort- 
age your  grandmother  or  whatever 
ou  have  to  do  in  order  to  claim  two  for 
our  very,  very  own. 

We  have  been  hinting  around  for  some 
omplimentary  tickets  just  in  case. 
re  have  a  couple  of  the  aforementioned 
randmothers  on  hand.  If  our  little 
riends  come  across,  we  will  be  glad 
o  let  these  grandmothers  go  for  a  pure- 
y  nominal  fee  to  cover  the  expense  of 
upporting  them.  We  have  found  that 
hey  are  very  handy  for  darning  things. 


CATHERINE  LUCE 
reporting 


JOURNALISM    AND    LIQUOR 

During  the  recent  Student  Publica- 
tions convention  in  Columbus,  Ohio,  the 
Parrot  unearthed  an  interesting  com- 
mentary on  journalism  in  our  times 
which  we  shall  pass  on  to  the  student 
body  and  the  WCTU. 

The  Daily,  Syllabus,  and  Parrot 
proved  themselves  a  thoroughly  disso- 
lute lot  by  going  on  a  wild,  wild  toot 
which  included  a  goodly  number  of  the 
lower-class  dives  in  Columbus.  On  this 
spree  Al  Kovar,  business  manager  of 
The  Daily,  impressed  all  the  bartenders 
by  blithely  drinking  pure  unadulterated 
Tom  Collinses.  Elaine  Morey  held  up 
the  reputation  of  the  Syllabus  by  guzz- 
ling beer.  Herb  Hart,  night  editor  of  The 
Daily,  indulged  in  many  gingerales. 
Blue  of  the  Parrot  supported  its  high 
moral  reputation  by  drinking  nothing 
but  cokes,  and  Mai  Shaw,  Daily  editor, 
did  his  best  to  get  royally  tight  on 
lemonade.  Medill  School  of  Journalism 
is  obviously  going  to  the  dogs. 

ALL  HAIL  THE  QUEEN 

Here  it  is  again,  Navy  Ball  time.  You 
can  always  tell  by  the  run  on  silver  pol- 
ish in  the  stores  as  the  Sextant  boys 
start  shining  up  their  swords  and  prac- 
ticing their  very  best  about-faces.  To 
the  new  Queen  (and  we  don't  know  her 
name  at  the  moment  of  writing  this) 
we  would  like  to  wish  health,  wealth, 
and  many  happy  Patricia  Stevens  mod- 
eling courses. 

We  tried  our  best  to  get  them  to  let  us 
judge  the  contest;  we  even  offered  to 
present  the  Queen  with  a  life  subscrip- 
tion to  the  Parrot,  and  a  twenty-year 
subscription  apiece  to  each  of  the 
runners  up,  but  they  just  couldn't  see 


it.  As  if  it  wasn't  better  to  receive  the 
Parrot  than  to  spend  the  rest  of  your 
days  gliding  gracefully  about! 

Frankly,  our  feelings  are  terribly 
hurt,  but  we  have  decided  to  be  gracious 
about  the  whole  thing.  They'll  be  sorry 
someday  when  we're  grown-up  and  fa- 
mous and  all  they  have  is  that  mouldy 
sword  and  a  handful  of  bright  pink 
memories. 

FASHION   ON   WHEELS 

While  on  a  mad,  desperate  search  for 
something  to  put  in  "Bird's  Eye  View" 
the  other  day  we  ran,  just  by  chance, 
across  George's  Wagon.  Our  eyeballs 
were  peeled  and  our  senses  alert,  so  we 
noted  at  once  that  George  is  now  sport- 
ing a  nifty  new  paint  job.  The  top  is 
a  soft,  dusty  rose,  tastefully  striped 
with  black,  with  a  bottom  of  a  delicate 
harmonious  gray. 

As  we  remember,  George's  last  color 
scheme  was  a  rather  violent  combina- 
tion of  tan,  green,  and  orange,  def- 
initely slanted  toward  the  masculine, 
while  this  new,  gentler  departure  seems 
to  indicate  a  trend  towards  attracting 
the  feminine  trade. 

We  have  been  meaning  to  drop  over 
for  a  box  of  popcorn  and  ask  George 
if  he  is  a  student  of  color  psychology  or 
just  the  owner  of  a  lot  of  assorted  cans 
of  paint,  but  we  have  never  been  able 
to  remember  his  last  name,  and  you 
just  can't  run  around  calling  people 
you've  never  been  formally  introduced 
to  "George." 

LIFE    IN    DEERING 

A  friend  of  ours  who  got  lost  in  Deer- 
ing  Library  a  couple  of  weeks  ago 
turned  up  in  the  office  the  other  day 
with  a  suggestion  that  we  think  is  pret- 
ty fine.  He  advises,  come  the  great  day 
when  construction  actually  begins  on 
the  Century  Plan,  that  they  turn  Deer- 
ing  into  a  chapel  and  build  a  library. 

All  of  which  reminds  us  of  a  remark 
made  by  our  boon  companion,  the  Sylla- 
bus. The  comment  was  that  the  only 
trouble  with  the  Century  Plan  is  that  it 
takes  a  century  to  get  it  started.  After 
many,  many  years  of  printer  trouble, 
we  have  been  squawking  quietly  about 
how  nice  it  would  be  if  the  University 
cculd  see  its  way  to  installing  a  Uni- 
versity Press,  but  we  don't  seem  to  be 
making  much  headway. 

We  can  rave  on  about  this  for  pages, 
but  right  now  we  have  to  get  over  to 
Deering  to  get  a  book,  since  supper  is 
only  five  hours  away.  If  any  of  you  find 
out  just  who  is  paying  the  person  who 
spends  all  his  days,  and  nights  hiding 
books  that  we  have  to  read  by  eight- 
thirty  tomorrow  morning,  let  us  know. 
Just  let  us  know,  that's  all. 
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Junior  Vogue 


1629  ORRINGTON  AVENUE 


Eleanor  Payseur,  KKG,  rated  an  "A"  for  wise  selection  when 
she  chose  this  all  wool  gabardine  "zip-out".  Perfect  now 
without  the  leather  lining,  and  with  it  warm  insurance  for 
the  cold  days  to  come.  $65.00 

Grey,  green,  and  wine.         Sizes  08  to  16 
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our  social  heritage 


evanston— college  town 

as  seen  by 
JOHN  DAMON    and    LEE  MORRIS 


Evanston  is  our  college  town,  our  social  environment, 
our  "home  away  from  home."  Barring  an  earthquake 
or  a  V-2  rocket  from  the  Oak  Park  Chamber  of  Com- 
merce it  will  continue  as  such. 

Therefore,  it  seems  fitting  to  discuss  the  many  ser- 
vices which  Evanston  offers  to  make  NU  social  life 
exciting  and  gay. 


REFRESHMENTS:  Uh-huh.  Evanston  is  dry.  Liquor 
is  not  sold,  but  the  library  has  a  book  on  home  distilla- 
tion. Fraternities  have  bath-tubs  which  are  usually 
filled  with  peculiar  colored  liquids.  This  makes  bath- 
ing difficult  but  gay.  It  also  accounts  for  the  fact  that 
most  fraternity  men  are  not  only  half-safe,  but  half- 
crocked. 

THEATERS:  The  theater  page  of  the  "world's  great- 
est newspaper"  lists  four  motion  picture  houses  in  Ev- 
anston. All  show  the  most  recent  pictures  direct  from 
the  loop.  The  Valencia  informs  us  that  the  piano 
player  broke  his  arm  so  there  will  be  no  music  with 
next  week's  showing  of  "Birth  of  a  Nation." 

RESTAURANTS:  In  1933  eleven  Chicago  restaurants 
were  closed  by  the  health  department.  Three  weeks 
later  eleven  new  restaurants  opened  in  Evanston. 
They're  still  here,  but  whether  you  go  to  them  or  not 
depends  upon  how  your  oil  wells  have  been  acting  up 
lately. 

DANCING:  Evanston's  best  dance  halls  are  in  Chicago. 
However,  subversive  organizations  have  been  planning 
to  build  one  here.  Big  name  bands  will  be  featured  and 
at  NU  this  will  be  quite  a  novelty.  (Apologies  to  the 
Sextant.) 

RADIO:  Evanston's  radio  station  shows  what  happens 
when  a  juke  box  completely  degenerates.  The  station 
is  a  solo  affair  with  one  man  operating  the  bicycle 
generator,  turning  the  records,  and  chanting  the  com- 
mercials. The  broadcasting  day  is  from  four  a.m.  to 
six  p.m.,  but  due  to  a  shortage  of  records  there  are 
only  two  hours  of  programs.  Unfortunately  they  can 
be  picked  up  only  within  two  blocks  of  the  transmitter. 

GOLF  COURSES:  Evanston's  golf  courses  lead  a 
double  life;  during  the  day  Evanston's  aged  old  men 
chase  a  little  ball  around;  during  the  evening  North- 
western's  agile  young  men  chase  little  women  around. 
They  in  turn  are  chased  by  the  little  boys  in  blue. 
All  of  the  golf  courses  have  beautiful  country  clubs 
attached.  It  is  rumored  there  is  an  additional  one  on 
Sheridan  Road  between  University  Place  and  Lincoln 
Street  but  this  has  not  been  confirmed. 


TRANSPORTATION:  If  you're  one  of  the  oddities  with- 
out a  convertible,  let  us  introduce  you  to  the  Evanston 
bus.  The  drivers  are  very  courteous  and  actually  tip 
their  hats  as  they  run  you  over.  As  for  Evanston's 
taxi-cabs,  they  offer  twenty-four  hour  service  which 
means  you  get  a  cab  twenty-four  hours  after  you  order 
it.  Evanston's  taxi-cab  drivers  are  unique:  they  are 
not  philosophers,  they  know  no  anecdotes,  and  they 
are  not  interested  in  your  private  life.  They  just  driv.?. 

PARKS:  There  are  two  or  three  large  parks  in  the  city. 
Though  they  are  not  part  of  the  university's  athletic 
program  all  students  are  urged  to  make  use  of  the 
swings,  slides,  see-saws,  and  dimly  lighted  areas. 

LIBRARY:  Evanston  has  a  fine  library  of  over  50,000 
volumes.  The  only  people  who  use  the  library  are  bums 
who  read  yesterday's  newspapers  and  little  boys  who 
look  up  dirty  words  in  the  dictionary. 

STORES:  Since  NU  students  must  be  dressed  to  the 
height  of  fashion,  many  swank,  fashionable  shops  are 
found  in  downtown  Evanston.  This  desirable  situation 
has  only  one  drawback:  since  the  newest  store  is  the 
latest  in  modern  design,  the  other  stores  become  jeal- 
ous, tear  theirs  down  and  build  better  ones.  As  a  result 
it  is  hard  to  find  a  store  in  business. 

BEAUTY  SHOPS:  Evanston's  beauty  shops  have  done 
unbelievable  things  for  some  unbelievable  girls.  North- 
western's  queens,  famed  in  song  and  story,  were  just 
like  girls  at  other  schools  before  the  beauticians  took 
over.  Their  old  motto  is  "What  God  has  forgotten,  we 
fill  with  cotton." 

FLORISTS:  As  if  tickets  don't  cost  enough,  most  formal 
dances  require  corsages  (However,  if  you're  a  girl  you 
receive  one  and  that's  less  painful  unless  the  boyfriend 
is  nearsighted  and  nervous  with  a  corsage  pin.)  The 
florists  shops  have  all  kinds  of  flowers  for  all  kinds  of 
people — gardenias  for  gardenia-lovers,  roses  for  rose- 
lovers,  and  poppies  for  Robert  Mitchum  fans. 

BARBER  SHOPS:  The  recent  innovation  of  the  home- 
hair  cutter  has  resulted  in  an  increase  in  the  use  of  the 
Student  Health  Service.  The  barbers  don't  give  very 
good  haircuts  either,  but  they  at  least  know  some  good 
stories. 

CLEANERS  AND  LAUNDRIES:  All  of  the  very  fine 
cleaners  and  laundries  in  our  college  town  do  their 
own  work.  This  means  that  the  cleaners  carefully  tear 
your  clothes  to  shreds  by  hand— personally.  The  laun- 
dries have  a  swell  new  machine  which  tears  the  but- 
tons off  your  shorts  and  blows  them  out  through  your 
socks. 

LAND  MARKS:  Evanston  has  many  beautiful  sights. 
Most  of  them  have  nice  legs. 


evanston  and  its  relationship  to  the  surrounding  territory 


the  center  of  campus  social  life 


a  trip  through  scott  hall 


with 
GEORGE  LIKENESS 


Cutting  their  8:30  classes,  Chuck 
McConnell,  Lois  Hindman,  Bar- 
bara Johnson  and  Jack  James  plan 
a  political  coup  in  the  grill.  But  be 
careful,  people,  Waitress  Mary  Lou 
Mammoser  is  an  enemy  spy. 


"Just  a  minute,  you.  OUR  sign  goes  up  today!"  A  tense 
moment  at  the  Scott  bulletin  board,  with  Tom  Roland  and 
Jo  Verschleiser  representing  the  Knitting  club  and  M.  L. 
Mammoser  representing  a  musicale.  Bus.  Mgr.  Bob  Brown 
is  just  confused. 


"Through  these  portals  pass  just 
about  anybody." 

These  immortal  words  inscribed  in 
lipstick  above  the  entrances  of  Scott 
hall  symbolize  the  place  Scott  occupies 
in  student  thought. 

Here  are  the  student  administrative 
offices,  the  grill,  the  center  of  campus 
activities  and  a  place  to  refill  fountain 
pens.  Here  everyone  that  is  anyone 
must  make  at  least  one  daily  appear- 
ance. 

This  we  all  know.  But  why? 

To  answer  this  query  we  borrowed 
GCL  and  his  wire  recorder  from  the 
Daily,  and  chained  them  to  the  north 
door.  From  the  recording  made  in  this 
manner  we  received  the  following  in- 
formation: 


GCL:    Hello,    little    girl,    why    are   you 

coming  to  Scott  hall? 
She:  Because  my  name's  Marilyn  Serr, 

and    I'm    chairman    of   this    crummy 

joint. 

GCL:    Hello,   Bonnie  Kistner.   Tell  me, 

what  brings  you  to  Scott? 
She:    (cackle)    There's    men    in    there, 

aren't  there? 

GCL:    Mary   Lou,   what   brings   you  to 

our  little  mansion? 
Mammoser:  Out  of  my  way,  oaf.  I  have 

a  meeting  and  I  can't  be  late. 

GCL:  Hello,  little  old  woman  with  step 
so  faint  and  brow  so  furrowed.  Why 
come  you  here? 

Miss  Church:  I  work  here. 


Miss  Church — Keeper   of  the  Keys. 


"Woops,  how  clumsy  of  me!"  Hardy  Lounge  Hostess  M.  L. 
Mammoser  makes  a  mess  of  Janie  Holt's  new  sackcloth 
afternoon  dress.  Trying  to  avert  the  tragedy  are  Bill  Rundle 
and  Barbara  Baltzer,  habitual  coffee  hour  fiends. 


"Me  already?  I've  only  been  here  four  hours!"  It's  a  big 
moment  in  the  life  of  Bobby  Baum,  girl  petitioner.  Also 
awaiting  interviews  for  Scott  hall  janitor  are  veterans  Leila 
Foster  and  Maxie  McKune.  M.  L.  Mammoser  serves  as  door- 
woman. 


GCL:  Hi,  little  Alpha  Xi  with  your  lip- 
stick on  crooked.  What  brings  you 
here? 

Alpha   Xi:    I've   got  a   class  in  Harris. 

GCL:  Hello,  Mary  Lou,  where  are  you 

going   now? 
Mammoser:    Out  of  my  way,  oaf.   I'm 

late  for  a  coke  date. 

GCL:  Hello,  nice  old  man,  so  good  to 
see  you.  What  brings  you  to  our  stu- 
dent union? 

WDS:  This  dump  was  named  after  me. 
Anything  else  you  want  to  know? 

GCL:  Greetings,  little  ADPi  carrying 
a  piano.  Where  are  you  headed  and 
why? 

ADPi:  I'm  singing  in  the  300  Room  to- 
day, and  they  told  me  to  bring  my 
own  music. 

GCL:    Again,   Mary  Lou?   Where  goest 

thou  now? 
Mammoser:   Out  of  my  way,  oaf.  I'm 

petitioning    for    something,    and    I'm 

late  for  my  interview. 

GCL:    Halo,   li'l  Kappa   Sig  with  your 

shoes    on    backward,    why    are    you 

coming  here? 
KapSig:    Don't   waste    my   time,    GCL. 

I've  got  645  Phillip  Morris  wrappers. 

We're   going  to   get   a   television   set 

for  our  house  yet. 

GCL:  Greetings,  ol'  mongoosenose 
carrying  a  time  bomb.  Where  are 
you  headed? 

Chancellor  Hutchins:    Inside. 

GCL:  That's  all  folks. 


Scott  hall  closes  for  the  night,  and  all  is  quiet.  M.  L.  Mam- 
moser, sleeping  in  the  women's  lounge,  awaits  the  dawning 
of  a  new  day  of  seething  activity  in  the  students'  hall. 


Ray  Smith,  IF  council,  Marge  Hoffman,  WOC,  and  Kent 
Frizzell,  sophomore  council,  all  scheduled  their  meetings  for 
the  same  room  the  same  night.  M.  L.  Mammoser  disgustedly 
awaits  their  decision — she's  going  to  attend  all  three  meet- 
ings anyway^^^ 


this  is  how  it  starts 


planning  a  sorority,  forma 


by 
MARJORIE  BRUCE 


Because  of  their  youthful  desire  to 
escape  the  rigors  of  heavy  class  sched- 
ules and  the  tragic  world  situation,1 
sorority  girls  are  fond  of  giving  formals 
at  least  once  a  year  before  graduation. '-' 

With  the  coming  of  dating  regulations, 
sex,  education,  sex,  the  new  look,  sex, 
Coca  Cola,  and  sex,:i  the  planning  of  a 
sorority  formal  has  become  highly 
complicated  —  but  the  procedure  is 
usually  something  like  this: 

1.)  Party-party  girl  suggests  the  af- 
fair be  held. 


lGrill  closes  at  10  p.m.  on  weekdays. 

2Graduation  dates  for  academic  year  '48- 
•49:  December.  1948.  March,  1949,  June,  1949. 
August,  1S49.  Graduation  on  Chicago  campus 
based  on  semester  system. 

3Mimeographed  copies  of  above  list  are 
available  at  activities  office,  courtesy  Bet- 
ty DeSwarte. 


2.)  Other  members  mumble  unhap- 
pily.4 

3.)  President  calls  for  a  discussion. 

4.)  Party-party  girl  says  the  sorority 
is  getting  the  reputation  of  never  hav- 
ing any  parties  and  .  .  .  "Let's  not 
forget  the  NORTH  QUADS,  girls!" 

5.)  Social  chairman  jumps  up  with 
guns  roaring  and  says  that  they  had  a 
party  only  six  and  a  half  weeks  ago. 

6.)  Party-party  girl  gives  social  chair- 
man a   dirty  look. 

7.)  Treasurer,  who  is  social  chair- 
man's roommate:  "Really  kids,  with  all 
the  parties  we've  been  holding,  I  don't 
see  how  we  can  afford  it."7' 

8.)  Senior  says  that  if  she  has  been 
paying  parlor  tax  for  four  years,  they 


4Party-party  girl  always  was  a  trouble 
maker. 

5Present  assets  of  sorority,  $976.89;  pres- 
ent recorded  assets  .  .  .  for  benefit  of  the 
alum  finance  committee  .  .  .  $23.94. 


can   at  least  work   a   little,    miserable 
formal  into  the  budget.6 

9.)  Party-party  girl  smiles  happily  at 
senior. 

10.)  Sophomore  council  member: 
"But  that's  a  closed  date;  the  council 
is  planning  .  .  ." 

11.)  Party-party  girl  wants  to  know 
how  many  sophomores  would  rather  go 
to  a  stupid  old  sophomore  council  mixer 
than  their  own  sorority  formal. 

12.)  Sophomores  vote  unanimously  to 
go  to  mixer. 

13.)  Social  chairman:  "Really  girls, 
I  think  its  perfectly  silly  to  even  con- 
sider a  formal  when  you  know  perfectly 
well  that  ninety  per  cent  of  the  girls 
will  have  to  take  blind  dates." 

14.)  Party-party  girl's  roommate: 
"That's  a  fine  thing  to  say  about  your 


6Approximate  cost  $900,  to  be  taken  from 
Foster  Children  of  Europe,  Flowers,  and 
Miscellaneous  funds. 
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own  sorority  sisters!  There'll  be  plenty 
of  girls  with  dates.  There's  Jo  and  Pat 
and  .  .  .  and  .  .  ."  Her  voice  trails  off. 
She  sits  down. 

15.)  Pledge  trainer,  who  is  pinned7 
and  therefore  assured  of  a  date:  "But 
kids,  think  of  the  pledges.  They  deserve 
this  little  taste  of  college  life  and  for- 
mals  and  .  .  .  and  .  .  .  things." 

16.)  Party-party  girl:  "I  demand  a 
vote!" 

17.)  The  vote  is  taken. 

18.)  Three  revotes  are  taken.  Record- 
ing secretary  collapses.  President  calls 
for  additional  discussion  to  break  the 
tie. 

19.)  Social  chairman,  who  is  not  pin- 
ned, who  is  not  going  with  anyone,  and 
who,  in  fact,  has  not  had  a  date  in  three 
and  a  half  months:  I  hate  to  bring  this 


7To  brother  of  one  of  the  better  pledges. 


up,8  but  there  is  only  one  place  we 
could  possibly  get  for  the  dance,  and 
I'm  sure  you  wouldn't  want  it.  It's 
called  "The  Red  Light,"  and  although 
I've  never  been  there,  of  course,  I  hear 
it  has  a  very  bad  reputation  and  it's 
just  not  the  type  of  place  we  want  our 
girls  to  go." 


20.)  It  is  unanimously  decided  to  hold 
the  formal  at  "The  Red  Light."9 

Once  the  great  decision  has  been 
made,  certain  other  traditional  formal- 
ities take  place. 

During  the  week  a  small  group10  who 
happen  to  know  one  of  the  town  girls, 
make  hushed  plans  for  a  private  pre- 
formal  cocktail  party.  Town  girl  agrees 
to  give  party  providing  that  no  more 
than  60  peoole  attend. 


8The    social    chairman   is    a    hypocrite    as 
well  as  being  a  social  chairman. 

9Called  North  Side  Hotel  in  report  to  alum 
board. 

lOFriends  of  the  party-party  girl. 


The  night  of  the  formal  arrives  as  do 
the  456  couples  at  the  cocktail  party. 
After  imbibing  light  refreshments, 
someone  accidentally  leans  against  the 
light  switch.11 

At  nine  o'clock  the  34  couoles  who 
do  not  know  the  town  girl12  arrive. 
During  the  first  intermission  a  few  of 
the  couoles13  find  their  way  to  the  bar. 

At  midnight  the  four  couples  who  are 
not  taking  overnights14  leave  in  order 
to  be  home  bv  two  o'clock.15 

And  so  ends  another  wonderful  NU 
sororitv  formal.  Considering  every- 
thing, it  was  a  huge  success  and  a  good 
time  was  had  by  all.  With  one  excep- 
tion.1" 


HAdditional  comment  unnecessary. 
12Social  chairman's  friends. 
13Approximately  34  in  number. 

14Heh,  heh,  heh. 

15It  takes  a  remarkably  long  time  to  park 
the  car  near  the  quads. 

16The  social  chairman  had  a  blind  date — 
to  the  sophomore  mixer. 
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few  of  the  fall  quarter  gay-times 


BjJBSi^M 


^    4''"' 
V  4 


"See,"  said  this  Gamma  Phi,  "seven  on  one  foot  and  five  on  | 
the  other."  What  some  girls  won't  do  to  show  off  their  legs! 
At  comic-strip  party. 


The  A  O  Pi's  having  traditional  wonderful  time  at  their  I 
South  Sea  party.  The  fellow  in  the  center  had  the  Arrid  | 
I  concession. 


\ 


[The   WOC's    at  the   Chesterfield   Country   Club   entertain   om 
I  of  the  more  bright-eyed  blind  dates. 


£ 

^ 


*< 

w- 


CV 


V  "5 


At  two  o'clock  the  pumpkin  turns  into  a  big  green  cadillac 
and  the  SDT's  take  their  dates  for  a  ride— home— from  Hal- 
loween party. 


Two  Zeta  Psi's  show  results  of  their  six  weeks  course  at  the  I 
Fred  Astaire  Dance  Studios  in  Evanston.  They  supplied  the 
entertainment  at  costume  party.  The  "girl's"  cute. 


w/ 


i 


At  French  party  the  Theta  Xi's  show,  in  three  easy  steps,  th 
degeneration  of  French  aristocracy.  The  legionnaire  i 
dreaming  of  those  nights  in  the  Casbah. 


WsBm 

mm' 


e  couldn't  show  all  "the  257  actives  and  84  pledges  of  the  I 
..  Psi-Omega  chapter  of  Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon,"  but  here| 
•e  a  few  of  them  and  their  Wild  West  party  dates. 


|'And  whose  date  is  this?"  question  the  Chi  Psi's.  Luckily 
it  turned  out  to  belong  to  farmer  whose  barn  served  as  party 
headquarters. 


J*> 


Believe  it  or  not,  this  is  a  tea  dance  held  by  the  DU's  for 
various  sororities.  The  boys  obviously  hid  the  girls  while  the 
food  was  being  served. 


WUaflSSmiBSB 

.•.-*■■'■ 


'Try  to  steal  my  man,  eh?"  These  big  guns   (or  gun  molls) 
■i    ,'V    -^  >1    of  ZTA  snow  they'll  defend  what's  them.  Big  doings  at  one 
I  •»,!"■    of  their  barn  parties. 


PARROT  FASHION  SHOW 


a  carnival 


.„ 

HOMECOMING  1948 

It  was  one   of  the  finest   homecomirgs  we've   ever  had.   Everything  | 
was  excellent:  the  hymns,  the  floats,  the  parade,  the  house  decora- 
tions,  the   pep   rally,   the   open   houses,   the   special   edition   of  The 
Daily,  the  dance,  and  the  school  spirit.  To  make  it  a  perfect  week- 
end, we  also  won  the  football  game. 


Claude  Akins 


We're  mighty  proud  of  our  1948  fashion  show  with 
its  models,  clothes,  skits,  talent,  scenery,  and  male 
fashion  editor.  Here  are  a  few  scenes  from  the 
show  and  some  of  the  people  who  helped  make  it 
interesting  and  entertaining.  The  fashion  fair  was 
directed    by   Marian    Richtsr. 


ACT  II 

"Oooh  La  La 
on  the  Rue" 

key  Ver   Brugghe 
John   Lagerlof 


Phyl  Lewis  and  Chapin  Hall  (below)  and 
Bill  Stone  and  Beta'swin  Daily  sponsored 
hymn  contest 


of  activities 


e's  always  someone   like  this 


the  diary  of  cynthia  clunk— girl  social  bug 


Sunday,  Sept.  26 

Today  I,  a  female,  pledged  Delta  Gamma.  I  just  know 
I  chose  the  right  house.  All  of  daddy's  banker  friends 
said  the  DG  house  is  really  the  best  one  on  campus 
and  they  should  know.  But  even  without  their  advice, 
the  decision  was  still  an  easy  one— the  girls  in  the 
other  houses  were  just  awfully  strange.  Only  the  DG's 
seemed  to  be  "my  kind  of  people."  .  .  .  After  formal 
pledging,  some  of  the  boys  from  one  of  the  fraternities 
on  campus,  Phi  Gamma  Delta,  came  over  and  took  us 
out  West.  The  Fiji  (see  how  fast  I'm  learning)  pledges 
certainly  were  real  nice,  but  I  personally  prefer  the 
actives.  Honestly,  the  way  their  eyes  give  you  the 
once  over  and  the  satisfied  smile  that  accompanies 
their  tour  of .  duty ! !  I  certainly  must  see  more  of 
them  .  .  .  Well,  diary,  time  for  beddybye.  Have  to  get 
ready  for  school  tomorrow.  I  just  know  I'm  going  to 
love  it  here  at  good  old  Northwestern. 

Monday,  Sept.  27 

Made  appointment  to  see  my  advisor.  Decided  to  take 
on  an  activity,  so  I  waltzed  over  to  the  Purple  Parrot 
office  and  joined  the  staff.  The  Parrot  is  the  campus 
comic  magazine.  The  editor  certainly  seemed  im- 
pressed when  I  told  him  I'd  .worked  on  my  high  school 
newspaper.  He  said  it  would  be  nice  to  have  some 
competent  people  around  the  office  for  a  change. 

Tuesday,  Sept.  28 

Must  see  my  advisor  tomorrow.  Missed  him  today 
because  I  was  just  terribly  busy.  Spent  the  day  playing 
bridge  with  some  little  Lambda  Chi's  who  dropped  in 
for  a  couple  of  hours.  The  girls  call  them  "Lammy 
Pies."  Isn't  that  cute?  And  it's  such  an  apt  description, 
too.  Honestly,  they  were  all  just  little  darlings,  al- 
though they  certainly  do  stand  awfully  close  to  you 
when  they  talk  ...  In  the  afternoon,  I  went  to  a 
fabulous  place  called  "the  grill."  Millions  of  people 
were  there,  mostly  men — handsome,  big,  masculine, 
rugged,  hairy-chested  men.  So  that's  where  they  hang 
out. 

Wednesday,  Sept.  29 

Absolutely  must  see  my  advisor  tomorrow.  Was  sup- 
posed to  have  seen  him  this  morning,  but  I  stopped  off 
in  the  grill  and  it  was  even  better  than  yesterday. 
There  were  hundreds — simply  hundreds — of  handsome, 
big,  masculine,  rugged,  hairy-chested  men  there.  Well, 
naturally  I  couldn't  leave.  Met  some  adorable  little 
Sigma  Chi's  and  spent  the  whole  morning  talking  with 
them.  They  seemed  to  enter  the  grill  in  shifts  and  they 
didn't  even  give  me  a  chance  to  go  to  the  house  for 
lunch.  Gee,  they  were  cute.  And  it  was  so  funny  when 
they  poured  cokes  in  each  other's  pockets. 

Thursday,  Sept.  30 

Today  was  registration  but  I  was  so  fascinated  by  that 
grill  and  its  male  occupants  that  I  forgot  all  about  it. 
I  didn't  get  over  to  the  LA  office  until  three  in  the 
afternoon  and  what  a  fuss  they  raised.  You'd  think  I'd 
committed  a  crime  of  some  kind.  All  right,  so  I'll  have 
to  pay  an  extra  fee  for  late  registration.  Daddy's  not 
in  the  poor  house.  Honestly,  the  way  that  old  crab 
carried  on.  Made  arrangements  to  see  my  advisor 
tomorrow. 


Friday,  Oct.  1 

Was  out  late  last  night,  so  I  overslept.  Was  two  hours 
late  for  appointment  with  advisor.  He  was  most  un- 
happy. His  name  is  Coalgrove  and  I  don't  like  him  one 
bit.  You  should  have  seen  how  excited  he  got  when  I 
told  him  I  only  wanted  to  take  nine  hours  this  quarter. 
I  explained  that  I  was  taking  so  few  because  I  really 
wanted  to  do  a  terrific  job.  After  much  grumbling  and 
gnashing  of  teeth  he  finally  gave  in,  so  I'm  taking 
Music  Appreciation,  Sewing,  and  Physical  Education. 
I  hope  I  can  get  some  good  grades.  The  senior  girls 
seemed  to  think  I'll  have  no  trouble. 

Sunday,  Oct.  3 

What  a  weekend!  Had  a  blind  date  with  Willis  Sand- 
lopper,  a  Sigma  Nu  who  really  showed  me  a  big  time. 
Friday  night  we  went  to  the  Valencia.  Had  difficult 
time  with  Willis.  Football  game  Saturday.  Had  difficult 
time  with  Willis,  but  the  rest  of  the  Sigma  Nu  boys 
were  just  darling.  And  there  were  so  many  of  them— 
big  ones,  little  ones,  tall  ones,  short  ones,  and  et.al. 
Sigma  Nu  party  in  the  evening.  Had  difficult  time  with 
Willis.  Took  me  hours  to  explain  that  nice  girls  just 
don't  do  those  kind  of  things  ...  To  my  astonishment, 
I  discovered  there  were  numerous  other  sorority  houses 
represented  at  the  party.  Couldn't  understand  it.  Of 
course,  the  campus  is  large  and  the  Sig  Nu's  can't 
know  all  the  girls  in  our  house.  Still  .  .  . 

Sunday,  Oct.  10 

Sorry  I  haven't  been  able  to  write  you  more  often, 
dear  diary,  but  I've  been  caught  in  a  social  whirl  of 
coke  dates,  parties,  hay  rides,  and  et.  al.  One  really 
wonderful  thing  happened  to  me  last  week.  I  met  ab- 
solutely the  darlingest,  dreamiest  boy  on  campus.  His 
name  is  Harry.  Naturally,  he's  a  Phi  Delt.  I  haven't 
told  you  about  the  Phi  Delt's,  have  I?  Well,  they  don't 
have  many  activity  boys  or  many  campus  "wheels," 
but  they  do  have  handsome,  big,  masculine,  rugged, 
hairy-chested  men.  And  this  Harry,  though  he's  only  a 
pledge,  fits  that  description  to  a  "T"  ...  I  met  him  in 
the  grill,  of  course.  He  was  there  with  one  of  those 
cold  Pi  Phi  wenches.  My,  those  Pi  Phi's  certainly  are 
an  odd  lot.  This  one  sure  was  a  riot— throwing  herself, 
at  him  constantly.  Harry  didn't  seem  to  mind,  how- 
ever. Honestly,  how  disgusting  to  see  a  fine  boy  like 
Harry  wasting  himself  on  someone  like  that.  But  then, 
most  men  have  such  horrible  taste,  anyways  .  .  .  I've 
heard  a  lot  about  Harry.  It  seems  he  was  the  catch  of 
the  rushing  season.  Most  of  the  girls  say  he's  a  lady 
killer  of  the  first  order,  but  I  don't  believe  it.  He's  just 
a  fine,  clean-cut  American  boy  like  all  the  rest  of  the 
Phi  Delt's. 

Tuesday,  Oct.  12 

Dropped  Sewing.  It  was  just  a  little  too  much  for  this 
old  girl.  I  mean,  really  now,  if  that  instructor  thinks 
for  one  minute  that  I'm  going  to  sit  home,  night  after 
night,  making  stitches,  he's  crazy.  Fiddle  dee  dee  on 
that  old  yo  yo. 

Thursday,  Oct.  14 

Received  invitation  to  attend  YWCA  mixer.  Intended 
to  go  but  met  a  few  Pi  K  A's  and  joined  them  for  a 
coke  date  at  the  Bar  O.  They  don't  seem  to  think  much 
of  the  grill. 


Friday,  Oct.  15 

Went  to  the  grill  before  my  11:30.  Harry  was  there  with 
one  of  those  awful  Alpha  Phi  hags  who  was  singing, 
"The  best  things  in  life  are  PHI."  Boy,  if  that  isn't 
smooth!  Honestly  now,  you'd  think  the  Alpha  Phi's 
could  be  a  little  more  original  than  that.  This  Phi  was 
absolutely  obnoxious.  She  was  holding  Harry's  strong 
arm  and  practically  throwing  herself  at  his  feet.  Harry 
didn't  seem  to  mind,  however.  .  .  .  By  the  way,  Harry 
has  forgotten  he  ever  met  me.  He  didn't  even  say 
hello  when  I  accidentally  pushed  myself  into  his  lap. 
It  ruined  my  whole  day.  I  got  so  mad  I  skipped  my 
11:30  class. 

Saturday,  Oct.  16 

Went  to  a  Beta  party,  and  if  all  those  darling  little 
Beta  boys  brought  up  on  Beta  bread  aren't  the  cutest 
little  fellows  I've  ever  seen,  I'll  just  eat  my  old  hat. 
And  sing !  Everyone  of  them  is  a  budding  John  Charles 
Thomas.  I  understand  that  all  rushees  have  to  pass  a 
vocal  examination  before  the  Beta's  will  bid  them. 

Sunday,  Oct.  17 

Went  to  a  tea  dance  at  the  Alpha  Delt  house.  Well, 
honestly  now,  where  do  all  these  cute  boys  come  from? 
Why,  these  Alpha  Delt's  were  just  little  dolls,  every 
one  of  them,  and  they  have  the  cutest  dirty  laugh  I've 
ever  heard.  And  I  just  love  the  way  they  kept  slyly 
digging  each  other  in  the  ribs  every  time  a  girl  passed 
by.  Honestly  now,  if  it  weren't  for  Harry.  .  . 

Monday,  Oct.  18 

Went  to  class  today.  Had  to  ask  the  instructor  which 
seat  was  mine.  Caused  quite  a  commotion.  Instructor 
was  practically  blue  in  the  face  by  the  time  I  was 
seated. 

Tuesday,  Oct.  19 

Representative  from  the  YWCA  came  by  to  invite  me 
to  one  of  their  mixers.  I  would  have  loved  to  have 
gone,  but  I  had  a  date  with  several  Kappa  Sigs  out 
West.  And  who  do  you  think  was  also  out  West?  Harry, 
naturally.  And  with  a  KD.  Boy,  if  there  aren't  some 
characters  in  that  house.  This  one  was  positively  sick- 
ening. There  she  was,  just  pawing  him  to  death.  Hon- 
estly, those  girls!  When  they  want  a  man,  they  want  a 
man!  Harry  didn't  seem  to  mind,  however  . 

Monday,  Oct.  24 

Was  going  to  class  this  week,  but  had  to  work  on  the 
homecoming  float.  Dropped  Physical  Education.  Well, 
honestly  now,  if  you  think  for  one  minute  that  I'm  going 
to  trudge  way  out  to  Sheridan  road  to  hitch  a  ride  up 
to  Patten  Gym,  you're  crazy.  Fiddle  dee  dee  on  that 
old  yo  yo. 

Sunday,  Oct.  31 

We  didn't  win  either  the  house  decorations  or  the  float 
prizes  and  I'm  just  sick.  I  know  damn  well  the  whole 
thing  was  fixed.  And  that  homecoming  dance!  Perfectly 
terrible.  Harry  was  there  with  an  A  O  Pi,  which  shows 
what  poor  taste  Harry  really  has.  Oh,  yes,  she  was 
pretty  in  an  artificial  soft  of  a  way,  but  honestly  now, 
wearing  a  low  cut  formal  to  a  Patton  gym  dance  is 
just  a  little  obvious  isn't  it?  Harry  didn't  seem  to  mind, 
however. 

Monday,  Nov.  1 

Had  a  strange  letter  from  someone  called  Dean  Leland. 
Seems  he  wants  to  see  me.  Will  try  to  work  him  into 
my  crowded  schedule  somehow.  Was  on  campus  today. 
It  hasn't  changed  much. 

Tuesday,  Nov.  2 

Got  my  first  music  appreciation  test  back.  Got  an  F. 
Can't  understand  it. 


Sunday,  Nov.  7 

Spent  the  weekend  out  West.  Harry  was  there  as  usual, 
this  time  with  six  (count  'em,  six)  Theta's  and  if  they 
weren't  right  off  the  boat.  You  should  have  seen  them 
giggling  and  blushing  and  tugging  at  their  bobby  soxs. 
Boy,  if  that  wasn't  smooth.  And  one  of  the  beasts  was 
constantly  shoving  Harry  and  then  cackling,  "Oh, 
Harry,  you're  such  a  riot."  Honestly,  now!  All  of  them 
were  just  throwing  themselves  at  Harry.  Harry  didn't 
seem  to  mind,  however. 

Tuesday,  Nov.  9 

Something  wonderful  happened  today.  I  was  walking 
down  the  hall  in  Fisk  (I  was  sight-seeing)  when  sud- 
denly one  of  those  darling  little  Phi  Psi's  came  darting 
around  the  corner,  knocked  me  right  over,  and  hurried 
down  the  hall.  Well,  naturally  I  was  thrilled  and  I  could- 
n't wait  to  get  back  to  Willard  Hall  and  tell  the  rest 
of  the  girls.  Some  snotty  Alpha  Gam  pledge  refused  to 
believe  me.  She  said  I  made  it  all  up.  I  almost  picked 
up  a  picture  of  Fran  Willard  and  hit  her.  Boy,  did  the 
Alpha  Gam's  get  a  creep  when  they  got  her.  Well,  any- 
way, the  rest  of  the  girls  believed  me  and  are  they 
jealous!  It's  not  every  girl  that  can  be  knocked  down 
by  a  Phi  Psi. 

Thursday,  Nov.  4 

Spent  the  morning  in  the  grill.  First  time  I've  been 
there  in  weeks.  Harry  wasn't  anywhere  around,  so  I 
ensnared  some  cute  Diamond  to  take  me  out  to  the 
Little  Club.  Sure  enough,  there  was  Harry,  this  time 
with  a  Kappa.  Obviously,  Harry  has  hit  rock  bottom. 
I  have  no  more  to  say  on  the  subject.  If  that's  the  kind 
of  women  he  likes,  it's  all  right  with  me. 

Sunday,  Nov.  14 

Something  ghastly  happened.  Harry  had  a  date  with 
one  of  the  DG's.  And  you  should  see  the  girl — an  ab- 
solute dog,  a  pig  of  the  first  order  .  .  .  they  hide  her  in 
a  closet  during  rush  parties  .  .  .  and  the  shocking  things 
they  say  about  her  ...  I  didn't  think  Harry  was  that 
kind  of  a  boy. 

Monday,  Nov.  15 

Another  invitation  to  a  YWCA  mixer.  If  they  don't  stop 
sending  me  those  God  damn  things  I'm  going  over  to 
the  John  Evan's  center  and  throw  a  bomb  in  the  win- 
dow. Honestly  now,  am  I  the  "Y"  type? 

Tuesday,  Nov.  16 

Another  letter  from  this  Leland  person.  I  do  wish  he'd 
stop  pestering  me. 

Saturday,  Nov.  20 

Out  to  the  Bit  and  Bridle  to  study  for  Music  Apprecia- 
tion exam.  Naturally  old  faithful  was  there,  this  time 
with  a  Tri  Delt  who  kept  fingering  his  pledge  pin  and 
saying,  "Oh,  isn't  it  pretty,  and  look,  it  has  a  safety 
catch  on  it  too,  hasn't  it?  Those  Tri  Delt's!  Slobs,  every 
single  one  of  them. 

Wednesday,  Nov.  24 

Everyone  is  going  home  for  Thanksgiving  vacation. 
I'm  going  home  too,  but  for  good.  It  seems  this  Leland 
person  has  some  power  on  campus  and  he's  kicked 
me  out.  And  for  flunking  one  crummy  little  course! 
Oh,  well,  it  really  doesn't  matter.  Harry  is  lost  to  me 
and  he's  the  only  thing  I  really  wanted  from  college. 

Sunday,  Nov.  28 

Well,  guess  what!  I  wasn't  alone  on  that  train  back  to 
RivCr  Forest.  Harry  was  there,  too.  And  alone.  He  also 
flunked  out.  He  asked  forgiveness  for  not  remembering 
me.  We  went  out  West  for  a  serious  talk.  We  will  be 
married  early  next  month.  I'm  really  rather  ashamed 
for  the  way  I  threw  myself  at  him.  Harry  didn't  seem 
to  mind,  however. 


HOLIDAY 
FLOWERS 


UUl 


We'll     Wire     Your 
Flower     Gifts! 

The  loveliest  gift  you  can  send 
mother  or  sweetheart  out  of 
town  is  a  gorgeous  blooming 
plant  or  a  box  of  cut  flowers 
she  can  arrange  herself.  Flowers 
wired  by  us  receive  the  finest 
attention. 


For    Holiday    Formals 

K^orSuae 

Tell  him  what  you're  going  to 
wear  and  he'll  design  a  person- 
ality corsage  that  will  be  a  thrill 
to  wear. 


J 


otwl 


oris 


ffoider 
1712    SHERMAN    AVE. 

UNI.  7542  UNI.  0632 


for  your  leisure  hours  in  the  grill 


crossword  puzzle 


by 
MARIE  OUICK 


Horizontal 

1.  Emily  Louise  Albright    (abb.) 
4.  Overseer  at  N.U.   (abb.) 
8.   North  and  South  s 

12.  Boy  at  Northwestern 

13.  Finals  last  two  s 

14.  University  Male   Bartender's   Associa- 
tion (abb.) 

15.  Major  N.U.  political  party 

16.  Abbreviated  (abb.) 

17.  WCTU  joy  juice 

18.  Argyles  come  in  s 

19.  Top  university  in  U.S.A. 

20.  "As  as  an  Evanstonian." 

21.  Evanston  barbers  N.U.  males 

25.  Lecture  Section  2  (abb.) 

27.  "IVtore  fleas  than  has  members. 

(no   association) 

28.  Horses  have   it 

29.  "I  not." 

30.  Tla    (spelled   backwards) 

31.  What  you  call  Prof,  before  test 

32.  Independent    Evanstonians    (abb.) 

33.  Syllabus  editor 

34.  Every  sorority  girl  wants  to  be 
ned. 

35.  Can't  stand  Tech   (abb.) 

36.  Extra  large 

37.  Do  it  three  times  daily 

38.  Ha 

39.  It's  over   (abb.) 

40.  He  the  gun  at  the  professor. 

43.  She  was  as  cold  as  the  ice  cap. 

46.  Served  in  West  Campus. 

48.  Arp  (spelled  inside-out) 

49.  Shakespeare's  Gardens 

50.  Joho  (in  Swedish) 

51.  Old  telephone  exchange 

52.  Northwestern  co-ed 

53.  "Up  and  ." 

54.  Male  animal 


Vertical 

1.  Raines 

2.  To  lie  a  long  time  ago 

3.  ure  or  ageous. 

4.  Evanston's  only  daily  newspaper  editor. 

5.  Uob 

6.  This    plus    34    is    name    of    top    college 
humor  magazine  in  the  country 

7.  The  Miami  

8.  Three  make  a  school  year 

9.  Army  new  deal,    (abb.) 

10.  Honest  . 

11.  Campus  money-lender 
20.   Horses  eat  them 

22.  Naval  Reserve  (Backwards) 

23.  Is  twice 

'  24.  Meat    (misspelled) 

25.  Mutton  on  the  hoof 

26.  Don't  be  a  

27.  Sly 

28.  Your  error 

30.  After  every  glassful  I  always  nibble  salt, 
(abb.) 

31.  Long  before  sat. 

34.  This  plus   6    is  name  of  top  college  hu- 
mor magazine  in  the  country 

35.  Between    University    and   Lincoln    along 
Sheridan  Road. 

38.  Hy  (colloquialism) 

40.  Up  and  

41.  Eunoch's   Artistic    Nubulae    Association, 
(abb.) 

42.  Yesterday's  Shmoe 

43.  The  PEA. 

44.  Old  (spelled  inside-out) 

45.  Famous    last    words:     "Let's    eat    after- 
wards."  (abb.) 

47.  Oho   (spelled  backwards) 

Answers   on   Pag:e   33 
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a  few  words  about  some  of  the  local  socialites 


Parties,  parties,  and  more  parties  at 
which  lots  happened,  in  fact,  more 
than  we  can  say;  but  here's  the  low- 
down  on  a  few  of  the  big  affairs  and 
the  people  who  made  them  big. 

Alpha  Phi's  Pat  Stevenson,  Jackie 
Schmit,  Lou  Ousley,  and  Trina  Spray 
(trill  the  "r's"  and  breathe  heavy  on 
the  surname)  donned  green  beanies, 
danced  the  "Lobby  Lou"  and  square 
danced  with  their  fathers  on  the  annual 
Alpha  Phi  Dads  and  Daughters  Day. 
Papas  liked. 

The  DG's  amused  themselves  at  the 
S  &  C  at  their  formal.  It  also  included 
a  mysterious  treasure  hunt.  It  must 
have  been  for  real  gold.  One  wouldn't 
have  to  hunt  long  around  here  to  find 
bags  and  bags  and  bags. 

Phi  G's  Hal  King  and  Curt  Morsell 
were  among  the  many  married  by 
"minister"  Dick  McKinney  at  their 
island  party.  Marriage  certificates 
were  only  good  for  that  night.  Ho,  Ho, 
Ho! 

Dancing  and  singing,  Dody  Fowler, 
Jo  Ann  Bentz  and  Val  Runge,  Holgate 
house,  entertained  at  tea  dance  held 
there.  Dody  showed  the  steps  boys  use. 
When  it  comes  to  dancing,  we  agree 
with  G.  B.  Shaw  who  once  said  of 
dancing,  "What  difference  does  it 
make?" 

Theta's  Mary  Kaye  Smith,  Mona  Tay- 
lor, Susie  Sherman,  and  Nancy  Toel, 
in  blue  jeans,  did  a  daring  can-can  at 
Ma  Schramm's  at  a  recent  party. 
Sister  Jocey  Frost  doesn't  catch  the 
gag  George  Bodeen,  Sigma  Chi,  told. 
Oh  well,  such  is  life. 

At  a  Chapin  Hall  open  house  party. 
Carol  Sears,  Barb  Shaw  and  Flip  Han- 
cock learned  a  new  recipe  for  an  active 
thirst.  The  recipe  isn't  at  all  uncommon 
in  this  sacred  chasm  of  edjecashun.  (No 
this  is  not  a  typographical  error.) 

The  Phi  Psi  draft  dodger  party  had 
an  up-to-date  theme.  Everyone  got 
physicals,  draft  cards,  and  the  atmos- 
phere of  a  ship's  quarters.  Glenn  Niel- 
son,  John  Schatz,  Bud  Bridgen,  and 
Ed  Hutchison  skitted  and  Steve  Cor- 
nell directed  the  giggles. 

Tri-Delt  pledge  Bonnie  Cain  sang  "I 
Cain't  Say  No"  at  Rolling  Green  party 
as  usual. 

The  SAE's  "Wild-wested"  at  N.U.C.C. 
Dave  Wilkinson  and  Bill  Hunter  sang 
and  played  to  smiles.  The  Mountain 
Boys,  Dave  Barnhizer,  Lloyd  Thaxton, 
Max  Morgan,  and  Bill  Luney  yanked 
chuckles  fiddling.  Nearly  everyone 
wore  shoes. 

Announcement:  Gordon  Rothrock, 
Sigma  Chi,  commercial  photographer, 
has  professional  name  of  Seilizgeltz. 
(No,  this  is  not  a  typographical  error.) 


At  recent  Phi  Ep  splash  party,  Sher- 
win  Cazanov  won  a  swim  race  but  still 
lost — his  trunks,  that  is. 

AOPi's  had  a  pineapple  party  with 
pineapples  from  Florida  flown  in. 
Punch  was  sipped  from  the  hollowed 
fruit.  Expecting  a  visitor,  Pat  Jonas 
was  surprised  when  Mary  Lou  Con- 
nolly escorted  the  visitor  in — a  monkey 
with  a  twinkle  in  his  eye. 


Statement  of  week:  Jerry  McCarthy, 
Theta  Xi,  "I've  just  been  studying,  I 
can't  think." 

AEPhi  Diantha  Cahn  reported  a  fat 
man  and  a  tall  woman  knocked  on  their 
front  door  inquiring  whether  anyone 
was  having  a  heart  attack.  It  was  the 
cook,  snoring  discreetly. 

Jo  Ann  Eggleston  and  other  DZ's, 
testify  it's  hard  finding  Superman  com- 


purple  people 


BOB  DIETMEIER 
reporting 


The  Phi  Delt's  were  well  behaved  at 
their  formal  at  the  S  &  C. 

A  comic-strip  character  party  was 
held  by  the  Gamma  Phi's  at  Mt.  Pros- 
pect. Patti  Ryan,  Eva  Erickson  and 
their  dates  came  as  shmoos.  Marilyn 
Serr  and  John  Minteer,  SAE,  grabbed 
first  prize  as  Lord  &  Lady  Plushbottom. 
Beve  Kallem  was  second  as  Minnie 
Mouse  and  Phyl  Berquist  third  as 
Gravel  Gertie  sparkling  plenty. 

Pi  Phi's  Pat  Olmstead,  M.  J.  Vyla- 
nek,  and  Lindy  Lindgren,  pledge,  gave 
out  with  Cuban  singing,  just  singing, 
and  more  singing,  respectively,  at  re- 
cent informal  party  at  Edgewater  Golf 
Club.  There  are  more  talented  people 
at  this  university. 


"Don't  fight  it,   Baby   .   .    .   This   is 
bigger  than  both  of  us." 


ics.  At  recent  scavenger  hunt,  this  com- 
modity had  high  marginal  utility.  Jan 
Smith  and  Jim  Simpson  had  a  hard 
time  powdering  a  gray  cat  white.  When 
they  finally  succeeded,  the  feline  threw 
sneezing  fits. 

Tau  Delt's  Bernie  Hurwood,  Marshall 
Becker,  Don  Reuben,  Hal  Shapiro  and 
Les  Levin  gave  sketches  of  different 
election  speeches  at  their  election 
party  at  Chesterfield  C.  C. 

Speaking  of  elections,  let's  all  shut 
up. 

Homecoming  (or  an  ex-college  man 
always  returns  to  the  scene  of  his  in- 
decency) is  history.  The  alums  have 
returned  to  their  first  indiscretions  and 
their  results,  and  bedlam  has  been  re- 
duced to  a  steady  chaos. 

Several  disturbing  things  happened 
during  the  great  weekend.  Triangle's 
"cat"  scratched  a  parked  car  and  al- 
most caused  a  major  riot.  The  car 
owner  was   not  happy. 

Alpha  Delt's  grasp  to  fame,  Otto 
Graham,  passed  through  to  chew  some 
rusty  nails. 

Foster  House's  hearse,  vintage  1854, 
was  borrowed  from  a  family  in  La- 
Grange  that  collects  old  relics. 

The  fire  engine  the  Lambda  Chi's 
used  belongs  to  the  president  of  the 
Bowman  Dairy  Co.,  who  rents  such 
stuff  to  interested  suckers  and  college 
students. 

That's  all  for  now.  Your  reporter's 
alltuckeredout.  (Yes  this  is  a  typo- 
graphical error.) 
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THIS  EXQUISITt 
JEWELED  KIT  WITH 
COMPACT  AND  LIPSTICK  CASI 

BY  I 


The  famous  jewelry  designer  now  puts 
his  genius  into  this  beautiful  gift 

for  the  girl  with  discriminating 
taste.   A  tiny  gold-plated  compact  with 

matching  lipstick  case  in  a  black 
faille  kit.. all  three  set  with  clusters 

of  rhine stones  and  other  semi- 
precious stones.  The  set,  CIO   *^rt 
plus  20%  fed.  ex.   tax. 
Costume  Jewelry,    Street  Floor 
Also  Oak  Park  JTT  J    W  Wk 

EXCLUSIVE  AT        Iu6    I  Hi  It 

Students!  To  make  your  shopping  easier  call  our  Evanston 
number,  GReenleaf  5-8810  or  mail  this  handy  coupon 

The  FAIR,    State  and  Adams,    Chicago   3,    111. 
The   FAIR,    Lake   and  Marion,    Oak  Park,    111. 

Please   send  me: 

Robert  Jeweled  Kits  at  $12.50  each 

■plus  20%  Fed.  Ex.  Tax 

Name 

Address 

City State 

□  Money  Order  O  Charge  O  C.O.D. 

Outside  our  truck  delivery  area,  ME  PAY 
POSTAGE  on  charge  or  paid  parcel  post  or- 
ders to  1st  and  2nd  zones.  (150  miles  from 
store.)  Add  postage  and  insurance  beyond 
2nd  zone.  Add  2%  Retailer-' s  Occupational 
Tax  on  all   orders  delivered  in  Illinois. 
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it's  unfortunate,  but  we  have  our  share 
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social  Doors 


by 
SINNY  DOMANN 


in  any  university  the  size  of  Northwestern,  there  are 
bound  to  be  at  least  a  few  social  misfits — a  small  group 
of  boors  whose  uncouth  actions  are  a  constant  source 
of  annoyance  and  embarrassment  to  the  majority  of 
students. 

On  this  list  of  social  schmoos  are  such  creeps  as — 


The  football  fan  who  takes  his  portable  to  the  game 
on  Saturday  and  listens  to  Purdue  win  while  we  lose. 

The  non-smoker  who  turns  down  a  cigarette  with 
"No,  thank  you.  I  think  smoking's  such  a  dirty  habit." 

The  non-drinker  who  doesn't  want  to  dance  on  the 
tables  at  the  Little  Club  when  everyone  else  is  feeling 
gay. 

The  person  across  the  hall  who  brings  coke  bottles 
into  your  room,  sets  them  down,  and  comments, 
"You'll  be  taking  yours  down  soon,  won't  you?" 

The  Zoology  Major  who  begins  a  date  with  a  discus- 
sion on  frogs  and  ends  the  evening  by  explaining  how 
to  dissect  a  cat. 


The  "brother"  who  always  appears  just  when  you're 
buying  a  cup  of  coffee  in  the  grill;  he  likes  coffee  but 
has  no  money. 

The  .convertible-owner  who  gaily  waves  hello  to  his 
hitch-hiking  friends — and  then  speeds  North — rapidly — 
alone. 

The  speech  school  student  who  lives  for  love;  his 
technique  ranges  from  the  "Aw,  shucks,  ma'am" 
head-hanging  bashfulness  of  John  Wayne,  to  the  "You'd 
love  the  Seine,  my  dear"  continental  suavity  of  Charles 
Boyer. 

The  drunk  at  a  formal  who  keeps  saying  to  his  date, 
"I  hope  I  haven't  shattered  the  magic  of  it  all." 

The  lovers  and  the  ETHS  students  at  the  Varsity  on 
Saturday  night. 

The  football  fan  who  relives  Saturday  afternoon's 
game  all  day  Sunday,  Monday,  Tuesday,  Wednesday, 
Thursday,  Friday,  and  Saturday  morning. 


The  "Big  Wheel"  who  parades  around  campus  with 
a  train  of  "Yes"  men,  several  publicity  agents,  and 
a  huge  amber  spot-light. 

The  student  who  sits  next  to  you  in  class  and  then 
ignores  you  on  campus. 

The  socially-conscious  character  who  never  intro- 
duces himself  to  others  for  fear  he  will  meet  someone 
wno  is  unimportant. 

The  room-mate  who  invites  you  home  for  the  weekend 
and  then  gives  you  the  room  with  the  coke  machine. 

The  funny-man  who  gets  halfway  through  a  story 
and  then  can't  remember  the  punch  line. 

The  library  people  who  keep  sending  threatening 
little  mash  notes  about  returning  that  book. 

The  conversationalist  who  chatters  at  The  Rock  un- 
til the  bell  rings,  enters  class  late,  and  always  has 
the  center  seat. 

The  friendly  little  monster  from  Iowa  who  wants  to 
be  your  friend  and  father -confessor  and  who  insists 
that  she  is  "just  folks." 

The  psych  professor  who  is  preparing  students  for 
"life;"  he  fingers  his  tie,  blushes,  and  looks  out  the 
window  when  discussing  sex. 

The  fraternity  oddity  who  acts  like  he  just  missed 
receiving  a  bid  from  A  O  Pi. 

The  Willardite  who  complains  that  she  has  three 
dates  for  Saturday  night  and  doesn't  know  "which 
angel  ah  want  ta  go  out  with." 

The  sorority  girl  at  breakfast. 

The  "brown  baggers"  who  bring  their  lunch,  eat  by 
themselves,  ignore  others,  race  home  when  classes  are 
through,  and  then  tell  their  friends  how  "cold"  it  is  at 
NU. 

and  last  but  not  least — 

The  creative  literary  writer  who  sniffs  and  sneers 
when  entering  the  Parrot  office. 


Presenting   a   few   of  this  year's   most   glamorous   girls. 


Janet  Carlson 
Gloria   Casul 
Eleanor  Fraser 
Pam   Marcus 
Mickey  Morgan 


Zeta  Tau  Alpha 
Alpha  Epsilon  Phi 
Chi  Omega 
Sigma  Delta  Tau 
Kappa  Delta 
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lit  attft  IrtM? 


for 

almost  a 

hundred     years 

the    favorite    meeting 

place    of    N.U.    students. 

Good   food,    music   and   refreshments 

graced    by    candlelight    and    atmosphere. 

Plan    to    visit    us    soon    .    .    .    you    will    enjoy 

the    pleasing    surroundings     and    warm     hospitality. 


Morton  Grove 
2273 


Harms  Road 
2  Blocks  N.  of  Dempster 


mm  spots 

AND    HOW    TO    GET    OUT    OF    'EM 


You're  all  agog !  You  meet  your  super  dream  boy  when 
you're  movie  bound!  And  you  start  to  feel  guh-guh- 
guh!  Don't  do  a  fadeout!  Don't  resign  from  the  human 
race!  Just  rush  up  and  offer  him  yummy  Life  Savers. 
Maybe  he'll  go  to  the  movie,  too. 


A  Box  of  Life- 
savers  for  the 
Best  Joke! 
What  is  the 
best  joke  that 
you  heard  on 
thecampusthis 
week?  For  the 
hest  submitted 
each  issue, 
there  will  he  a 
free  award  of  a 
carton  of  Life- 
savers.  Jokes 
will  be  judged 
hy  the  Editor. 
Submit  them  at 
the  Parrot  of- 
fice. 


movies  as  entertainment  (?) 

foulitzer 
awards 

for  cinematic  aggrievement 


THE  RED  PONY,  starring  Robert 
Mitchum  and  Myrna  Loy  and  six  horses 
borrowed  from  Columbia.  This  was 
filmed  back  in  the  days  before  Mitchum 
went  to  jail,  but  the  whole  thing  goes 
up  in  smoke  when  Mitchum  starts  roll- 
ing his  own. 
Recommended   for   tech   students. 

KISS  THE  BLOOD  OFF  MY  HANDS 

starring  Burt  Lancaster  and  Joan  Fon- 
taine. This  picture  begins  when  Lan- 
caster gets  a  job  at  a  butcher  shop  and 
gets  all  messed  up  butchering  a  horse 
Joanie  laps  like  mad  but  the  damned 
spots  just  won't  come  off. 
Recommended  for  tech  students. 

TRUE  CONFESSIONS,  starring  Carol 
Lombard  and  Fred  MacMurray.  This 
reissue  of  a  reissue  was  hot  stuff  back 
in  1937  but  now  the  Scotch  tape  makes 
it  just  a  little  hard  to  see. 
Recommended  for  tech  students. 


THIS  TIME  IT'S  LOVE,  starring  Doris 
Day  and  Robert  Hutton.  We  don't  know 
what  is  was  last  time,  but  this  time 
it  stinks  to  high  heaven.  But  Doris  is 
still  puttin'  'em  in  a  box,  tyin'  'em 
with  a  ribbon,  and  should  be  thrown  in 
the  deep  blue  sea. 
Recommended   for   tech   students. 


JUNE  BRIDE,  starring  Bette  Davis 
and  Robert  Montgomery.  In  this  pic- 
ture the  last  rose  of  summer  gets  mar- 
ried pretty  early,  but  she  doesn't  cry, 
commit  suicide,  roll  her  eyes,  murder, 
or  any  of  those  nasty  little  things  she 
used  to  do. 
Recommended   for   tech   students. 


STEWART  RENT-A-CAR,  INC. 

Drive     it     Yourself 
Special   Rates   for   Long   Trips 


1204  Chicago  Av 


Evanston,  111. 
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THE  HILLS  OF  HOME,  starring 
Lassie,  the  Foulitzer  actor  of  the  month 
in  the  Foulitzer  picture  of  the  month. 
Lassie  swims  raging  torrents,  climbs 
treacherous  slopes,  and  even  goes  into 
the  Progressive  headquarters  to  save 
Tom  Drake  from  being  pawed  by  Janet 
Leigh. 
Recommended  for  tech   students. 

SWAMP  WOMAN,  starring  Yvonne  de 
Carlo  and  Howard  Duff.  This  is  the 
latest  in  Universal's  series  of  "little 
Yvonne  wonders,"  but  this  one  gets 
bogged  down  near  the  end,  and  not  in 
quicksand,  either. 
Recommended  for  tech  students. 

THE  THREE  MUSKETEERS,  in  color 
by  technicolor,  starring  Lana  Turner, 
Angela  Lansbury,  June  Allyson,  Gene 
Kelly,  Keenan  Wynn,  Frank  Morgan, 
Gig  Young,  Dame  Mae  Whitty,  Clar- 
ence Mohr,  Una  O'Connor,  James  Muel- 
ler, Marshall  Thompson  and  Helena 
Carter. 

Recommended,  but  it'll  be  a  little 
dense  for  tech  students. 
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TODDLE  HOUSE 


24-hour       service 
breakfast   .  .  lunch  .  .  dinner 


NORTHWESTERN  BLANKETS 
for    THE    PERFECT    CHRISTMAS    GIFT 


A  Purple  and  White  100%  Wool  Blanket, 
With  White  "N"  SI 5.95  Monogram  "NsT 
Northwestern     Seal     S19.50 


SPORTS 
DEPARTMENT 


67"x72" 
$16.95 


1726 
ORRINGTON 


QUESTIONS 

My  clues :  a  white  mitten,  two  carton's  of  cheer 
I'm  held  while  I  hold,  and  I  warm  you  all  year. 
Socked  in  the  green  and  partly  concealed, 
My  last  five  of  twelve  is  a  meadow  revealed, 
At  Christmas  time  a  famous  slogan  with 

central  word  revised, 
I  emphasize  the  pleasure  of  giving  a  gift 

that  satisfies. 

ANSWERS  WILL  APPEAR  IN  THE 
NEXT  ISSUE  OF  YOUR  MAGAZINE 


RULES  FOR  CHESTERFIELD  HUMOR  MAGAZINE  CONTEST 


Identify  the  3  subjects  in  back  cover  ad.  All  clues  are  in  ad. 

Submit  answers  on  Chesterfield  wrapper  or  reasonable  facsii 

die  to  this  publication  office. 

First  ten  correct  answers  win  one  carton  or  Chesterfield  Gig 

Enter  as  many  as  you  like,  but  one  Chesterfield  wrapper  or  faesi 

■nilc  must  accompany  each  entry 

Contest  closes  midnight,  one  week  after  this  issue'3  publicati 

jn  date.  New  contest  next  issue 

All  answers  become  the  property  of  Chesterfield. 

Decision  of  judges  will  be  final. 

LAST  MONTH'S  ANSWERS  &  WINNERS 

A  The  word  Milder  which  is  underlined  (and  is  in  comparative  degree)  in  the 
phrase  "I  enjoy  Chesteriields  because  they're  really  Milder." 

B  The  twenty-fifth  letter  of  the  alphabet  is  Y.  Add  a  MAN  and  you  have  Y-MAN, 
or  WYMAN. 

C  Mac  (or  Mc),  and  "a  pin  to  join  two  pieces"  (dowel)  gives  you  McDowell,  with 
which  name  you  may  win.        William    A.    Brobst  Bob   Perry 

David   Rediens  Bob   Haynes 

Mary    Weisend  Lois   Lee 

Alan    Martin  Dick   Lynn 

Jo  Willmarth  K.    Fox 


WINNERS. 
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ZWEIFEL  MOTORS 


1622    Chicago    Ave. 


INC. 


HEADQUARTERS  FOR  AUTOMOBILE  ACCESSORIES 
SERVICE  REPAIRS 


Let  us  help  you  keep  your  automobile  in  top  shape. 
Day  and  Night  Service 


Evanston 


DAvis    8-3500 


Try  our  milk-fed  broilers 


all  the  trimmings  $1.65 

THE 
COMMODORE 


Mj  chicken  in  a  basket 


private  party  room  and    bar  available 


Skokie  Blvd.  at  County  Line  Rd 


dancing  on  Friday  and    Saturday  evenings 


Glencoe,  Illinois 


HART  SCHAFFNER  &  MARX 


Yes,  indeed  .  .  .  Hart  Schaffner  &  Marx  gets  around  to  all 
campus  activities!  For  clothing  by  these  master  tailors  keeps 
a  man  looking  like  the  B.T.O.  he  is  from  coke  date  to  Prom. 

Hart  Schaffner  &  Marx  famous  Pan-American 
Tweeds  is  a  campus  favorite.  $55.00 

MacFarland's  is  Headquarters  in  Evanston  for  Arrow  Shirts 

MACFARLAND'S 

1627  Orrington 
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for  a  lull  in  the  party  conversation 


a  couple  of 
good  stories 


A  certain  radio  announcer  had  charge  of  a  daily 
"Man-on-me  Street"  program,  his  duties  being  to  chat 
witn  people  on  tne  streets  of  tne  town  in  wnich  he  was 
employed.  One  day  a  drunk  staggered  up  to  his  micro- 
pnone  and  said,  "1  wanna  play  'Knock-Knock'."  Seeing 
no  harm  in  this  the  announcer  said  that  it  would  be  all 
right. 

"Okay,"  said  the  drunk,  "knock,  knock." 

"Who's  there"  asked  the  announcer. 

"Argo,"  said  the  drunk. 

"Argo  who?"  asked  the  announcer. 

"Argo  to  hell,"  said  the  drunk,  chortling  gleefully. 

Immediately  the  local  police  carted  the  ill-fated  an- 
nouncer off  to  jail.  He  was  sentenced  to  five  years  for 
allowing  profanity  on  his  program. 

During  his  five  years  in  jail,  the  announcer  made  it 
his  business  to  learn  every  "Knock-Knock"  in  existence 
so  that  he  would  never  again  find  himself  in  his  present 
position.  When  finally  released  from  the  cold,  gray 
tombs,  he  returned  to  his  "Man-on-the-Street"  program. 

On  his  very  first  broadcast  a  very  staid,  sober  busi- 
nessman stepped  up  to  the  microphone  and  said  that 
he  wanted  to  play  "Knock-Knock."  Sure  of  his  ground 
our  now-wisened-up  announcer  said  that  it  would  be 
all  right. 

"Knock-Knock,"   said  the  man. 

"Who's  there?"  asked  the  announcer. 

"Peggy,"  said  the  man. 

The  announcer  thought  over  every  single  "Peggy" 
gag  that  ever  existed  and  finally  decided  that  they  were 
all  harmless  and  presentable.  "Peggy  Who?"  he  asked. 

"Argo  to  hell,"  said  the  man. 


Once  upon  a  time  a  very  ordinary  looking  individual 
went  out  and  purchased  a  horse  for  $200.  He  then  en- 
gaged a  veterinarian  to  take  the  horse  up  to  his  fourth- 
floor  apartment,  shoot  the  animal,  and  place  him  in  a 
bathtub. 

After  the  vet  had  accomplished  all  this  he  became 
very  perplexed  and  curious.  "Just  why  did  you  pay 
me  to  kill  a  perfectly  good  $200  horse  and  put  it  in  your 
bathtub?"  he  asked. 

"I  don't  know  that  it's  any  of  your  business,"  replied 
the  ordinary  looking  individual,  "but  it's  this  way:  You 
see,  my  name'*  Joe.  Every  night  when  my  roommate 
comes  home  from  work,  he  asks  me  the  very  same 
question:  'Whaddaya  know  Joe?  I  never  know  anything. 
Tonight  I'm  going  to  tell  him  there's  a  dead  horse  in  the 
bathtub." 


cJLooh  of  tne  Vviontn 


r/orthem    rvliitation    ff/uiKrat 
onlu  $295  plm  tax 

Budget  Plan  Written  Guarantee 

Free  Storage 

Immediate  Service  At  Reasonable  Rates 
Estimate  Service  Free  Bonded  Messenger 

Trade-in  Allowance 
Expert  Fur  Repairs 


THORPE  FURS 

EVANSTON  -  BERWYN  -  CHICAGO 


710-712  Main       Evanston       DAvis  8-3333 
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Mary  Thompson  . . . 
Ginny   Armstrong    . 

Alpha  Phi 

Pi  Phi 

Theta 

good    food,   pleasantly   served   in   attractive   surroundings  .  .  .  these  N.  U.  coec 
and  the  atmosphere  at  the  Villa  .  .  .  visit  our  Leopard  Lounge 

s  enjoy  a  luncheon 

VILLA  MODERNE 

On  Skokie  Highway  at  County  Line 

Route  41 

Oasis 

Little  Club 

you'll   meet   all   the  really 

casual  people  out  at  the  Small 

world's    champion    hamburgers,     wine., 

music 

4400  Simpson 

Skokie  2638 
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etiquette   problems  solved 


emily  pest  advises 


LOIS  HERSHENOW 


Emily  Pest,  famous  authority  on  eti- 
quette and  author  of  the  best  seller, 
"Mother  Fell  in  the  Cuspidor  the  Other 
Day,"  has  graciously  consented  to  ans- 
wer a  few  inquiries  sent  her  by  North- 
western students  with  social  problems. 
Miss  Pest  feels  that  NU  students  are 
basically  well-mannered  but  need  an 
occasional  guiding  hand. 

Take,  for  example,  these  recent  let- 
ters from  socially  maladapted  stu- 
dents : 

Dear  Em, 

While  attending  a  sorority  open  house 
the  other  day,  I  committed  what  I 
feel  were  some  horrible  blunders. 

First,  after  I  was  served  my  coffee 
I  heard  a  shriek  and  realized  I  had 
dunked  the  house  mother  instead  of  the. 
doughnut.  Bapking  away  in  my  embar- 
rassment, I  accidentally  touched  my 
cigarette  to  the  drapes  which  started 
to  smoulder,  giving  the  impression  that 
the  house  was  on  fire.  By  the  time  the 
fire  department  discovered  it  was  a 
false  alarm,  they  had  chopped  holes  in 
the  roof  and  the  door.  Throughout  I  was 
speechless,  and  I  know  I  should  have 
said  something,  but  what? — "  I'm  sor- 
ry?" "Excuse  me?"  "I  beg  your 
pardon?" 

Dear  Confused, 

Under  the  circumstances,  don't  say 
anything.  Just  run  like  hell. 

Dear  Pest, 

I'm  in  the  doghouse  with  Coach 
Voigts.  We  was  playing  a  second  rate 
team  the  other  day  and  I  accidentally 
stepped  in  their  star  player's  eye  and 
maybe  kicked  him  a  little  bit  accident- 
ally, too.  The  newspapers  has  said  I 
play  dirty  and  the  coach  says  I  am  un- 
couth and  a  vile  barbarian. 

Dear  Miss  Pest,  what  do  these  words 
mean  and  can  I  be  a  football  player 
and  a  gentleman  too? 
Dear  Troubled, 

The  only  time  you  can  be  a  gentle- 
man on  a  football  field  is  when  you  are 
playing  Roycemore,  Vassar  or  Smith. 
You  are  indeed  in  Iutk,  for  I  under- 
stand that  these  schools  have  not  made 
out  their  1949  schedules  yet. 


/*** 


£»<>-' 


Dear  EP, 

How  should  one  behave  in  Scott  hall? 
Dear  Uninformed, 

Since  the  Evanston  Women's  club 
meets  there  regularly,  it  is  absolutely 
essential  that  you  wear  your  trousers 
at  all  times. 

Dear  Emmie, 

Recently  I  threw  an  informal  party 
for  one  of  those  lovely  queens  from  the 
University  of  Chicago.  However,  it 
seems  to  me  that  at  times  she  went 
just  a  bit  too  far. 

For.  example,  when  we  were  servea 
our  peas,  she  put  them  in  a  straw  and 
shot  them  at  people  sitting  around  the 
table. 

Later,  she  smashed  out  a  cigarette 
on  my  white  suit. 

Still  later,  she  stabbed  a  sweet  little 
girl  named  Pat  Henline  with  a  fork. 

Still,  still  later,  she  announced  that 
she  was  bored,  and  walked  out  on  the 
dinner. 

Still,  still,  still  later,  long  after  we 
thought  she  had  gone,  she  came  back 
to  my  house  with  some  friends  and 
asked  if  we  would  leave  so  she  could 
entertain  them.  What  could  I  do? 

Dear  Peasant: 

It  strikes  me  that  your  comments  are 
completely  uncalled  for.  How  can  you 
speak  thusly  of  a  girl,  who  at  the  age 
of  12,  has  attained  a  bachelor  of  arts 
degree,  a  masters  in  basket  weaving, 
a  sub  cum  laude  in  alphabetizing,  and, 
who,  just  the  other  day,  told  me  she 
was  one  of  the  most  brilliant  persons 
in  the  United  States? 

I  feel  it  is  you  who  have  over-stepped 
your  grounds  by  not  complying  with 
her  requests,  by  not  bowing  before  her 
in  awe  at  her  accomplishments.  After 
all,  she's  from  the  University  of  Chi- 
cago and  you  are  a  student,  if  you'll 
excuse  the  expression,  at  Northwest- 
ern. Really,  there  is  a  difference.  In  the 
future  please  remember  your  place. 


THE  TRIM 

BARBER  SHOP 

air-conditioned 


Two   Blocks   from   Campus 
No  Waiting  ...  5  Chairs 


North   Shore   Hotel 


Downstairs 


"The  House  of  Cards" 
presents 

An  elaborate  display  of 
all    new    1948   designs    in 
CHRISTMAS  CARDS 


DAVIS  CARD  SHOP 

"The  House  of  Cards" 


6H    Dovis    St.  Ev. 


A 


NU 


r       Class  Rings 


*1660&-up 

plus  Tax 


Traditional    class    rings  of 
massive    design  in  I  OK  gold 

six  weeks  delivery 
order  now. 

STUDENT 
BOOK    EXCHANGE 

one  block  south  of  Willard  Hall 
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Finchley  Clothes 

for  university  men 
embrace  individual 
styles  of  high  quality, 
modest  prices  and 
Finchley  character. 

Careful  Service  Always 

SUITS  $45   •   TUXEDOS  $65 

CORDUROY  JACKETS   $23.50 

FLANNEL   SLACKS   $12.50 

OXFORD  SHIRTS  $4.50 

SPORT  JACKETS  $35 

etc. 

THE  UNIVERSITY   SHOP 
4th  Floor 


night  life  of  the  students 


While  sitting  in  the  Parrot  office  one  day,  shooting  the  breeze 
and  paper  clips,  it  suddenly  occurred  to  us  that  our  readers 
might  be  interested  in  finding  some  new  and  novel  places  to 
go  on  dates. 

So  we  contacted  Gerry  Davis,  our  bon  vivant  man-about-town 

and  connoisseur  of ,  — : ,  and  song.  Mr.  Davis  is  an 

authority  on  night  club  life.  Mr.  Davis  heads  the  largest  ID 
card  renting  syndicate  on  campus.  Mr.  Davis  is  also  on  the 
black  lists  of  38  different  chapters  of  the  WCTU. 

Mr.  Davis  told  us  he'd  love  to  write  an  article  telling  NU 
students  where  to  go.  So,  here  it  is,  a  short  report  on  some  of 
the  night  spots  in  and  around  Chicago.  If  you  try  them  and  are 
disappointed,  don't  be  bitter.  After  all  ...  .  how  much  can  you 
tell  about  a  place  from  under  the  table. 


around  town 


with 
GERRY  DAVIS 


19  East  Jackson  Blvd.,  Chicago 
564  Fifth  Ave.,  New  York  •  Palm  Beach 


BIT  AND  BRIDLE:  Out  West  like  in 
Buffalo  Bill.  Checkered  table  cloths, 
candle-light,  wagon  wheels,  shrunken 
skulls,  and  three  fraternity  pins  left  in 
leiu  of  payment  blend  together  to  give 
the  joint  a  casual  look.  ID  not  essential. 
Music  by  Nick  L.  Odian  and  his  group. 
Dancing  room  .  .  .  but  take  a  thin  date. 
Bartender:  Bill. 

THE  WIDDLE  KWUB:  Also  in  that  di- 
rection. For  tots  over  18  and  rahrah 
boys  over  21  or  with  some  one  else's 
ID  card.  The  Small  is  accredited,  offer- 
ing a  darling  course  in  Alcoholism  D8. 
A  favorite  meeting  place  of  the  lodge 
lads.  On  Skokie  highway,  half  a  pint  by 
car,  a  fifth  by  covered  wagon. 
Bartender:  Bill. 

THE  SILHOUETTE:  A  Howard  Street 
grain  pit.  Table  minimum  is  buck  fifty 
a  head  so  take  a  date  who's  built  to 
live.  The  interior  is  done  in  rust  and 
orange,  but  with  the  lights  out  it  really 
doesn't  matter.  As  a  warning — there 
are  no  backs  on  the  bar-stools. 
Bartender:  Bill. 


(Editor's  Note:  Mr.  Davis  has 
already  lost  the  entire  idea  of  his 
assignment.  The  forementioned  cel- 
lars are  hardly  "new  and  novel." 
But  don't  despair — Mr.  Davis  is 
now  out  of  West  Campus  and  How- 
ard   Street.) 


JAZZ  LTD.:  Grand  Avenue,  east  of 
State  Street  in  Chicago.  Hard  to  get  to, 
but  worth  the  effort.  A  very  intimate 
joint,  if  you  like  that  sort  of  thing,  and 
if  you  don't,  it's  time  someone  told  you 
that  there's  more  to  college  than  read- 
ing books. 

This  place  started  the  comeback  of 
Dixieland  music  in  Chicago  and  features 
the  trombone  of  Munn  Ware,  the  great- 
est in  the  business. 


(Editor's  Note:  Mr.  Davis  makes 
a  certain  amount  of  petty  cash  by 
sneaking  such  ad's  as  the  above 
into  stories  like  this.) 


The  specialty  of  Jazz  Ltd.  is  Pirate's 
Blood.  It  goes  down  smoothly,  but  ten 
minutes  later  your  toes  curl  up,  smoke 
comes  out  of  your  ears,  and  your  eyes 
light  up  and  say  "tilt." 
Bartender:  Bill. 


TIP-TOP  TAP:  Three  floors  above  the 
top  of  the  Allerton  Hotel.  No  place  to 
take  a  date  who's  nervous  about  high 
places.  Beautiful  view  of  the  city  if 
you  can  get  a  table  next  to  the  window. 
Especially  beautiful  when  lit.  No  danc- 
ing, no  music,  just  that  view.  But  after 
a  few  drinks  the  view  changes  and  you 
see  twin  cities. 
Bartender:  Bill. 
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ZEBRA  LOUNGE:  Out  South.  Every- 
thing is  decorated  with  zebra  skins. 
The  place  has  more  stripes  than  Bev- 
in's  dress  trousers.  The  tables  are  low, 
the  lights  are  low,  in  fact,  everything 
is  low  but  the  prices  and  the  waitresses' 
skirts.  And  an  occasional  customer. 
Bartender:  Bill. 


(Editor's  Note:  Mr.  Davis  has 
gone  farther  than  we  expected  to 
dig  this  place  up.  When  he  says 
the  Zebra  Lounge  is  "out  South"  he 
means  way  out  south — possibly 
Southern  Illinois.) 


TONY'S  ITINERANT  HAMBURGER 
HEAVEN:  This  spot  if  also  difficult  to 
find  as  it's  on  a  wagon  and  Tony  has  a 
wanderlust.  Could  be  almost  anywhere 
between  Washington  and  Howard 
Street.  Not  a  bad  place  to  eat  if  you  be- 
lieve one  can  get  the  basic  seven  in  a 
hamburger  and  a  pepsi-cola.  Tony's 
brother  handles  the  soft  drink  conces- 
sion. 
His  name:  Bill. 

PEARSON'S  HOTEL  LOUNGE:  Locat- 
ed in  Pearson's  Hotel.  Pretty  little 
place  done  in' the  English  motiff.  Wait- 
resses are  summoned  by  yelling  "I 
say  there!"  Don't  yell  too  often  at  the 
cute  one:  her  husband  is  a  bouncer 
who  just  published  "Two  Hundred  and 
Fifty-Seven  Ways  to  Mix  a  Mickey, 
Some  Fatal." 
Bartender:  Bill. 


(Editor's  Note:  I  think  we've  had 
just  about  enough  of  Mr.  Davis  and 
his  wanderings.  However,  if  you'd 
like  to  find  some  really  interesting 
places  in  Chicago,  I  might  just  give 
you  a  little  tip;  yes,  I  think  I  will 
give  you  a  little  tip.  Howard  Street 
is  the  closest  .  .  .  .) 

(Printer's    Note:     I    think    we've 
had  just  about  enough  of  both  Mr. 
Davis    and    the    editor.    So    Good 
Night! 
My  name:    Bill) 


CAREFUL  GROOMING 

Commands    Attention 

Expert  Cleaning  and  Laundry  Service 
See  your  fraternity  or  sorority  representa- 
tive for  rates. 

A.  W.  ZENCELER 


899  LINDEN 


Qar4ay  Shop* 


Come  in  today  and  see 
our  wide  selection  of 
lovely  gifts. 


Open  Thursday  Evenings  Until  9  P.M. 


exquisite  bits  of 
femininity  from  Gar- 
Tay's  Gift  Bar  are 
ideal  for  showers  or 
birthdays,  or  to  tuck 
away  for  Christmas. 


1630  ORRINGTON 


4> 


KURLASH 


/jffP, 


*0Vl 


%b 


in  purse  container 
this  handy  gadget  curls 
eyelashes  in  60  seconds 

$1.25 

HOOS  DRUG  STORE 
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d  finally  —  remembering  with  pleasure  the  open  houses  after  the  football  games 

chi  o  open  house 


b'herwin  Cazanov  has  a  pin  somewhere  in  the  Chi  0 
house,  although  Marybelle  Lansing-  has  been  unable 
to  find   it  since   she  sent  her  laundry   out.   This   en- 
titles them  to  avoid  the  mobs  and  read  comic  books  j 
in  the  house's  ultra  furnace  room. 


It's   all  over  now.   Everyone's  gone  home.   You  can 
breathe  now,   dearies.   "Wow,   did  I  ever  get  stuck 
with  a  creep! "  or  "That  grizzly  bear  didn't  dance — 
he  just  jumped  up  and  down  on  my  feet!"  or  "Did  I 
you  finally  meet  someone  who  wanted  a  date?" 


One  of  the  likelier  guests  is  given  treatment  X3j. 
This  means  seeing  that  he  is  introduced  to  two  of 
Chi  O's  dealers.  Mary  Geiger,  directoryedi*or,  and 
Jean  Larson,  Parrot  model.  Mulling  around  in  the 
background  are  Bill  Kloepfer  and  Paul  Koepke. 


tO 


STEVENS 


stairs 


It's  a  star-brushed  winter  night, 
and  there's  a  line  of  Browning   and  a  bit    of  a 
love  tune  lilting    through  your  head. 

From  the  time  you  meet  him   in    the  hall  y?    "*"    ^4^ 


"7 

PC 


to  that     last  two  o'clock     look  — 


Svi 


t 


STEVENS  backs  up  your  romantic     notions  with  the  Hfc-^,    '    f 
special  dress     for  that  special  him., ..A         y  t 

'  ,-»^ 

Yards  of  sheer  imported  lace    over  rustling  rayon  taffeta, 
in  black,   brown,  green  or     golden  toast.  $39.95 
Jr.  Deb  Shop,  5th  Floor 

CHAS.  A.  .STEVENS  &  CO.,  STATE  STREET,  CHICAGO 
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